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I could feel the disapprobation creeping into his friendly eyes
as he watched me at the table, while Grandma, ever more
demonstrative than he, made up for his manifest coolness. Later,
as Aunt Annie cleared away the dishes, my feelings gave way to
the occasion; with impulsive and extravagant pride I laid my
hundred dollars in Grandma's lap as a present.
Grandfather's reaction to this peace offering was immediate
and startling. "Don't you take it!" he barked, heaving himself
from the table and standing over her threateningly. '"Look at his
fancy clothes, feel them hands, as soft as any woman's! That boy
ain't done a day's work this summer, an5 he's not smart enough
to get all that money without workin' or stealin5." He stumped
angrily to the door, then turned to Grandma with a hand on the
latch: "Now, mind what I'm tellin' you, he can stay all night if
he wants to, but don't you take any of that money!35
Not until I had gone over the past four years month by month,
state by state and job by job, was he convinced that I had worked
for my apparent riches and fine clothes; and not until he told me
he and Grandma were married ten years before they had saved
a hundred dollars in cash did I understand how reasonable wras
his suspicion. He said he'd never heard of a boy coming home
with a pocket full of money and then giving it away unless he'd
stolen it.
I still wonder what Grandfather wrould have thought had I
appeared in the first complete outfit of clothing I bought for
myself. Always having had a strong predilection for lively
colours, my new job as librarian in a famous specialist's home
called for something extra special in wearing apparel; therefore I
bought a light blue suit with white stripes, a white shirt with
broad pink stripes, red tie, light tan shoes, black-and-white socks,
and a flat brim straw hat to be worn tipped jauntily over the right
eye. Belle declared it was a perfectly grand combination, but whea
Dr. Moffett came in he said I was dressed up like the leader in a
pimps5 parade. That night and on several occasions thereafter he
gave me some badly needed and very pointed advice on my
personal appearance.
As I had never been more than superficially domesticated, the
thrill of home-coming was short-lived. In spite of the family's
best efforts, the farm was insufferably dull. Within a week we had
talked ourselves dry of news; there was nothing in the house fit
to read; eight o'clock was the bedtime hour. Long, lonesome